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I  know  not  whence  this  story  came. 

Some  twenty  years  ago  I  lived  it,  in  completest 
detail,  in  a  dream,  or,  perchance,  a  vision,  that  shattered 
the  deep  slumber  in  which  I  lay. 

Profoundly  stirred,  I  tried  vainly  to  put  it  in 
words,  deeming  it  worthy  of  preservation. 

Words  would  not  come,  though  again  and  again 
I  tried  hard  to  set  the  story  forth  in  some  fit  shape. 

Years  went  by,  and  though  it  remained  in  my 
memory  and  stirred  me  to  repeated  efforts  at  narration, 
I  failed  ever  to  find  any  adequate  expression  of  it  and 
gradually  the  vision  became  less  vivid  though  it  could 
not  be  forgotten,  and  I  gave  over  the  hopeless  effort. 

Then,  with  nothing,  so  far  as  I  know,  to  suggest 
the  recurrence,  the  vision  came  again  to  break  a  quiet 
sleep.  In  no  jot  or  tittle  did  it  differ  from  its  first 
appearance. 

Again  I  strove  to  tell  it,  and  after  long  hard  work 
I  put  it  in  this  form.  Such  as  it  is,  it  is  mine  by  some 
mysterious  conception,  though  I  know  not  which 
parent  I  am. 

I  am  indebted  to  Thornton  Fisher  for  the  symbolic 
cover  design  which  so  beautifully  presents  the  dominant 
thought  of  the  work. 

D.  A.  C. 

N.Y.  Press  Club 
November,  1920 
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PROLOGUE. 

The  scene  is  a  parapet  on  the  ramparts  of  a  castle. 
The  background  is  the  bare  wall  of  the  castle.  Out 
side  the  walls  nothing  meets  the  eye  but  a  few  nebulous 
clouds  floating  in  illimitable  space. 

The  impression  on  the  beholder  is  that  this  is  the 
summit  of  the  world.  The  parapet  appears  a  mere 
niche  in  a  wall  so  massive  and  so  lofty  as  to  suggest 
supernatural  architecture. 

Pacing  back  and  forth  on  the  parapet  is  a  solitary 
figure,  stately  and  powerful,  with  military  garb  and 
bearing.  Nothing  occurs  for  a  time,  but  the  vigilance 
of  the  sentinal  is  not  relaxed,  nor  his  martial  attitude. 

Suddenly  a  cloaked  figure  appears,  standing  on  a 
cloud.  This  effect  is  produced  by  the  rolling  away  of 
other  clouds  revealing  this  one  to  the  sight.  The  sentry 
halts  and  faces  the  apparition. 


SENTRY. 
Who  art  thou? 

APPARITION. 

I  am  the  Lord  of  evil.    Thou  knowest  me  well. 

I  am  the  eternal  foe  of  God  and  Man. 

The  universe  doth  cower  before  me. 

I  call  on  thee  to  stand  aside,  that  I  may  enter. 

SENTRY. 
I  stand  aside  for  no  one.    Go  thy  way. 

APPARITION. 

Insensate  one!     I  tell  thee  I  am  Satan. 
Who  art  thou,  that  darest  oppose  me? 

SENTRY. 
I  am  Courage.     In  my  master's  name  I  do  defy  thee. 

SATAN. 
And  who  thy  master? 

COURAGE. 

Man  is  my  master.     I  am  a  part  of  him 

As  thou  wast  in  the  beginning  a  part  of  the  Almighty, 

Ere  he  cast  thee  out.    What  seekest  thou? 


SATAN. 

Entrance.  Thy  master's  kingdom  hath  endured  too  long. 

I  am  the  rightful  lord  of  earth.     I  claim  dominion. 

Man  is  an  upstart,  framed  of  dust,  and  doomed 

To  everlasting  death.    From  his  beginning 

All  his  claim  was  forfeit. 

Since  the  day  that  he  rebelled  against  his  maker, 

He  hath  been  my  slave,  and  though  he  hath  at  times 

Rebelled  against  me  also,  yet  his  struggle 

Hath  been  vain  and  impotent. 

Such  transitory  triumphs  as  he  hath, 

From  time  to  time,  enjoyed,  have  been  delusive. 

What  he  might  have  been,  had  I  not  long  ago 

Usurped  his  place  and  power,  concerns  me  not. 

This  world  belongs  to  me  and  he  shall  yield  possession. 

I  have  sworn  it.    Stand  aside,  I  tell  thee 

Once  again,  for  I  shall  enter  soon. 

Thy  puny  strength  availeth  naught. 

Longer  resistance  will  but  make  his  fate  more  dire. 

COURAGE. 

Not  so!    He  is  the  heir.    Thou  madest  entrance  once 
And  might  have  ruled,  had  he  not  fought 
Against  thee  through  the  ages.     Now  thou'rt  van 
quished. 

Ne'er  again  shall  thy  unholy  feet 
Fall  on  the  earth.    Cast  out  from  this  world. 


As  aforetime  thou  wast  hurled  from  Heaven 
There  shall  be  no  more  place  for  thee  but  Hell. 
Back  to  it  thou,  ere  that  oblivion  thou  dread'st 
Shall  claim  thee,  and  thy  works  shall  disappear. 

SATAN. 
Poor  fool!    Thou  knowest  I  am  immortal. 

How  shall  Man, 
Mere  mortal  that  he  is,  prevail  against  me? 

COURAGE. 

Prevailed  he  hath  already.    Through  the  ages 
Thou  hast  warred  on  him,  and  though  resistance 
Oft  was  weak  and  triumph  seemed  within 
Thy  final  grasp,  there  never  was  a  time 
When  thou  wast  master. 
Thy  mortal  foe  hath  put  on  immortality 
And  doth  defy  thee  to  the  end  of  time. 

SATAN. 
And  yet  the  war  goes  on. 

COURAGE. 
But  nevermore 

Within  the  borders  of  this  kingdom. 
Besiege  thou  may'st,  but  only  from  the  exterior. 
By  ceaseless  effort  through  the  countless  ages 
That  have  passed  since  first  he  came  to  earth; 


By  sacrifice  and  travail;  by  devotion 

To  ideal  good,  Man,  weak  and  blind  aforetime, 

Now  hath  grown  to  Stature  mightier  than  thine. 

SATAN. 
So  thinkest  thou? 

COURAGE. 

Aye,  and  more.    Thyself  art  banished. 
All  thy  countless  emissaries  are  driven  out. 
The  gates  are  closed  and  barred  against  ye. 
Earth  is  purged  of  evil  and  the  war 
Thou  deemest  sempiternal,  won  forever. 

SATAN. 
Dream  on!    Thy  wakening  cometh  soon. 


As  Satan  utters  this  warning,  he  vanishes.  As  he 
disappears,  a  mighty  chorus  of  laughter  echoes  through 
space  and  the  picture  fades  away. 


ACT  I. 

ON  EARTH. 

The  scene  is  a  hall  in  the  castle,  so  vast  that  it 
seems  immeasurable.  Shadowy  outlines.  To  the  right 
a  great  niche,  where  stands  a  veiled  statue  of  heroic 
size.  On  the  wall  to  the  left  hangs  a  huge  canvas  also 
veiled.  On  a  desk,  up  stage,  lies  a  voluminous  manu 
script.  Further  back  stands  a  table  on  which  is  a 
ponderous  book  closed  and  sealed  with  a  clasp.  Aside 
from  these  four  articles  the  room  is  bare,  the  archi 
tectural  design  being  so  noble  as  to  require  no  orna 
mentation. 

Presently  man  enters. 

He  is  a  majestic  figure,  clad  in  mail,  cap-a-pie. 

He  walks  to  the  table  and  lays  his  hand  on  the 
book,  then  hesitates  and  goes  to  the  niche,  where  he 
lifts  his  hand  as  if  to  put  aside  the  veil,  but  hesitates 
again.  Then  he  faces  the  veiled  picture  as  if  meaning 
to  uncover  and  gaze  upon  it,  but  finally  passes  to  the 
desk,  where  he  fingers  the  leaves  of  the  manuscript 
a  moment  or  two  and  turns  away.  Then  speaks. 
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MAN. 

How  empty  is  the  universe! 

In  all  the  realm  of  space  but  three  of  us  remain, 

And  I  have  no  assurance  of  eternity. 

E'en  yet  it  may  be  I  shall  pass, 

My  destiny  accomplished  and  my  works  complete. 

The  past  is  gone,  the  future  lieth  still 

Beyond  that  veil  that  hath  not  lifted, 

May  not  lift. 

But  three  of  us. 

One,  the  Creator,  He  who  built  the  universe 

Pursuant  to  His  purpose,  which  is  still 

A  mystery,  e'en  as  He,  Himself 

Surpasseth  understanding. 

The  other  two,  myself  and  Satan. 

I,  Man,  created  in  His  image,  still  remain 

A  mystery  also. 

In  me  alone  the  human  race  surviveth, 

As  the  flower  remaineth  when  the  stalk  hath  withered. 

Yet  all  the  power  and  knowledge  Time  hath  brought 

Avail  me  not  beyond  the  end  of  Time, 

And  now  that  end  is  nigh. 

This  earth  is  dying:  is  well-nigh  dead  already, 

It  may  be  I  die  with  it.     The  assurance 

I  have  had,  of  life  eternal,  may  be 

But  a  part  of  some  great,  transitory 

Dream  from  which  I  soon  shall  waken.    Doubt 
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Remaineth,  open  avenue  to  despair. 

Still  greater  mystery  is  Satan. 

Him  I  fear  not,  for  that  I  have  conquered, 

Though  I  cannot  slay  him,  and  so  long 

As  he  remaineth,  war  is  ever  possible. 

How  lonely  it  is! 

There  cometh  on  me  now  the  burden  of 

Th'  eternal  loneliness  of  God. 

My  only  comrades  are  the  embodied  attributes 

Of  mine  own  soul — Faith,  Hope  and  Courage. 

All  my  work  is  done.    Here  stored  within  these  walls 

Are  all  my  treasures.    Vast  indeed,  for  they 

Are  crystalized  from  all  that  hath  been 

Since  the  world  began.     No  tiniest  bit  of  effort 

Hath  been  overlooked,  or  aught  been  lost. 

Yet  though  the  sum  be  vast  beyond  all  computation, 

It  seemeth  now  to  be  a  mirror  merely 

Of  the  mighty  past.    Beyond  this  day 

There  shall  be  no  more  sowing,  no  more  reaping 

No  more  harvest  to  be  garnered. 

Since  the  past  hath  been,  the  future  may  be,  but 

How  futile  doth  it  seem,  for  it  is  barren 

Of  all  promise.    Finality  approacheth.     Nay, 

Already  it  hath  come.     No  greater  curse  could  fall. 

My  work  is  done  and  there's  the  sting. 

Whilst  I  was  fashioning  the  world,  to  make  it 

Fit  and  fair,  the  days  were  glad  with  toil, 
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The  nights  were  filled  with  peace.  Then  centuries  passed 

Like  moments,  now  the  moments  drag 

Through  untold  ages. 

A  worthy  task  for  Man  it  was,  but  it  is  done. 

Beyond  the  curtains  of  the  sky  there  may  be — 

Doubtless  are — unnumbered  other  worlds. 

I  know  them  not.    This  world  was  given  to  me, 

And  I  have  cleansed  and  finished  it. 

Now  it  is  dying.     I  could  wish  that  ere  it, 

I  might  die,  but  that  mine  enemy 

Would  enter  in.    That  must  not — shall  not  be. 

How  fair  a  world  it  was!    Almost  it  doth 

Appear  that  war  with  evil  made  it  so. 

Since  Satan  was  expelled,  fruition  changeth 

To  decay.     No  longer  is  there  anywhere 

In  earth,  save  in  this  castle  only,  any  trace 

Of  what  I  wrought,  or  remnant  of  my  work. 

Here  I  have  gathered  all,  and  with  it, 

I  remain  alone. 

Outside,  the  world  is  but  a  mighty  skeleton, 

Denuded,  barren  and  outworn, 

With  nothing  forward  but  extinction. 

But,  inside  these  walls  the  Achievement  of  the  race 

Standeth  secure,  embodied  in  the  statue 

I  have  carved  in  lasting  granite. 

The  memories  of  all  mankind  I  painted 

On  yon  canvas. 
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All  History  I  have  written  on  the  pages 
Of  this  ponderous  tome.    All  Aspirations 
That  have  fired  the  soul  of  man,  are  set  down 
In  undying  words  in  this  one  poem. 
Nothing  remains  to  do. 
How  lonely  'tisl 

This  long  soliloquy  is  spoken  slowly  with  long 
pauses.  At  its  close,  Man  stands  in  meditation,  finger 
ing  the  leaves  of  the  manuscript  thoughtfully,  as  if 
recalling  thoughts  of  the  past,  when  Courage  enters 
abruptly. 

COURAGE. 
My  lord,  Satan  hath  spoken  with  me. 

MAN. 

What  said  he? 

COURAGE. 

Nothing  of  great  import,  save  that  he  mocked 
At  thee,  as  merely  mortal,  vaunting  himself 
As  of  eternal  life.    He  claimeth  dominion  still, 
And  threatened  more  assaults.    And  as  he  vanished, 
I  heard  the  echo  of  scornful  laughter 
Reverberating  up  from  Hell. 

MAN. 
It  may  be  then,  that  there  is  something  yet  to  do. 
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He  beckons  and  forthwith  Faith  and  Hope  enter 
and  stand,  one  on  either  side  of  him.  Faith  is  in 
shining  garments  and  carries  a  sword  and  shield. 
Hope  is  clad  in  a  white  robe. 


MAN. 

I  have  assured  ye  all  of  lasting  peace, 

But  once  again  mine  enemy  threateneth  attack 

And  I  must  summon  ye  to  arms.    His  threats 

Are  never  idle,  and  it  well  may  be 

That,  smarting  from  defeat,  his  fury  hath  increased 

A  thousand-fold.    Therefore  th'  impending  conflict 

May  be  more  tremendous  far,  than  any 

We  have  known.     Our  mettle  will  be  sorely  tried. 

One  sure  advantage  we  have  gained.    No  longer 

Can  he  wage  his  war  against  us  from  within. 

Decisive  victory  over  him  was  won 

When  we  destroyed  his  last  and  greatest  stronghold 

In  the  earth,  and  cast  him  out.    Then  I  believed 

The  age-long  struggle  ended,  but  Satan  never  is 

Defeated  utterly.    Now  he  declareth  siege. 

So  be  it!    With  the  help  of  ye  three,  only, 

I  will  stand  the  siege.     We  can  but  die.    He  cannot 

For  he  is  indeed  immortal,  and  I  have 

The  promise  only,  of  eternal  life. 

Who  knoweth  if  I  shall  attain  it? 
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FAITH. 
I  do  know, 
My  lord,  most  surely,  thou  shalt  live  forever. 

HOPE. 
And  I,  who  ne'er  have  left  thee,  do  believe  it. 

MAN. 

Aye,  Faith,  so  thou  hast  always  been  assured, 
And  Hope  repeateth  what  thou  say'st,  but  death 
Is  not  the  worst  that  may  befall.     Far  greater 
Were  the  shame  of  yielding.     But,  whilst  Courage 
Doth  remain,  I  never  will  surrender. 
So,  on  guard!    The  foe  is  cunning.     If  there  be 
A  way  for  him  to  gain  an  entrance  here, 
He  will  be  sure  to  find  it. 
Therefore  do  thou,  Courage,  stand  thy  watch 
Without  remission  on  the  ramparts.     Faith  shall  guard 
All  gates  and  avenues  of  approach,  while  Hope 
Abideth  here  with  me. 


All  raise  their  right  hands  as  if  registering  an  oath. 
Then  Courage  and  Faith,  after  a  military  salute,  leave 
the  hall.  Man  grasps  the  hand  of  Hope,  standing 
with  uplifted  face  for  a  time,  then  wanders  about  the 
hall  as  if  bewildered  and  confused.  Semi-darkness  falls 
and  slowly  deepens  to  the  blackness  of  night. 
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ACT  II. 
IN  HELL. 

The  scene  is  a  council  chamber.  It  has  the  ap 
pearance  of  a  rough  cavity,  hewn  into  solid  rock, 
without  ornamentation.  There  is  no  furniture  except 
ing  a  few  irregular  stone  blocks  that  may  serve  as  seats. 
There  are  no  torches,  but  the  apartment  is  suffused 
with  a  fiery  red  light  gleaming  through  crevices  in 
the  walls. 

Presently  Satan  and  a  few  devils  and  imps  enter 
Not  more  than  a  dozen  appear,  but  there  is  a  murmur 
of  many  voices  outside,  which  dies  away  when  Satan 
speaks,  having  seated  himself.    The  others  stand. 


SATAN. 

Ye  know  our  story  well. 
Under  my  command  ye  fought  with  me 
For  mastery  of  Heaven,  till  the  Almighty, 
Who  created  us  and  later  found  us  undesirable 
Grew  weary  of  the  fight  and  cast  us  out. 
Since  then  hath  Hell  been  our  abiding-place. 
One  after  one  we  have  assaulted  all 
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The  shining  orbs  that  He  hath  hung  in  space 

And  peopled  with  His  creatures.     Never  once 

Have  we  gained  foothold,  till  at  length 

He  made  the  earth. 

There  I  gained  entrance,  using  stratagem 

And  guile,  and  one  by  one  ye  followed  me. 

There  I  established  ye,  and  I  have  held, 

For,  Lo!  these  many  ages,  a  disputed  sway. 

It  was  a  kingdom  to  rejoice  in. 

The  countless  myriads  of  insect  men 

That  swarmed  its  surface,  gave  us  glorious  sport. 

Some  gave  us  their  allegiance,  and  with  them 

We  wrought  our  pleasure,  using  them 

For  our  advancement  whilst  they  lived, 

And  bringing  them  hither,  helpless  captives, 

For  our  entertainment  after. 

Then  did  our  power  seem  absolute. 

He  Himself,  the  Lord  of  all,  seemed  thwarted. 

Man,  His  youngest  child,  turned  toward  me 

Until  I  reckoned  him  as  my  predestined  slave. 

Yet  he  rebelled  against  me  oftentimes 

And  blindly  strove  for  goodness  till 

I  scourged  him  to  submission. 

But  through  the  ages  ever  he  waged  war 

Against  me.     Beaten  to  his  knees,  this  upstart, 

Man,  did  ever  rise  again  and  fight. 

Ever  there  lived  within  his  soul 


18 


A  spark  of  righteousness  that  I, 

Despite  my  utmost  effort,  could  not  quite  extinguish 

And  one  by  one,  he  drove  ye  all  outside 

His  realm,  till  in  the  last  conclusive  battle 

I,  myself  was  thrust  away,  defeated 

As  it  seemed,  forever,  and  he  remaineth 

Now  in  full  possession  of  his  domain. 

In  truth,  he  hath  fought  well. 

Yet  this  is  larger  truth.     I  am  immortal. 

He  is  not.    His  birth  I  witnessed.     I 

Shall  see  his  death.    That  of  itself,  were  joy 

Sufficient  for  high  holiday  in  Hell, 

But  I  would  fain  add  to  it  the  supreme 

Delight  of  dealing  him  the  death-blow. 

Tis  therefore  I  have  summoned  ye  to  council. 

My  design  is  this, — to  find  an  entrance 

To  his  inmost  citadel,  and  strike. 

But  how? 

Ye  know  how  well  his  walls  are  builded. 
Deep  in  the  very  centre  of  the  earth 
He  laid  foundation  stones.    His  buttresses 
Are  mountain  ranges.    Far  above  the  clouds 
His  towers  penetrate  the  sky. 
No  breach  appeareth  in  his  fortification. 
If  there  be  only  one  it  will  suffice, 
But  I  have  failed  to  find  one.     Is  there  one 
Among  ye  all  who  hath  some  plan  by  which 
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We  may  retrieve  defeat? 

It  may  be — Nay,  it  shall  be, — we  shall  triumph  yet. 

Defeat  by  the  Almighty  was  inevitable, 

But  to  be  cast  out  by  mortal  Man 

And  not  to  gain  re-entrance  would  be  proof 

Of  impotence  indeed.     Let  him  who  hath 

Some  apt  procedure  in  his  mind  propound  it. 

SNEER.    (A  devil.) 

And  thou  dost  call  thyself  the  master-mind 
Of  Hell?    Propound  a  plan  thyself,  or  make 
Confession  of  thy  feeble  wit. 

At  this  bold  jeer  the  other  devils  seem  for  a 
moment  greatly  amazed  then  break  out  in  a  storm 
of  mocking  laughter,  that  puts  Satan  in  a  towering 
rage. 

SATAN. 

Now  durst  thou  use  thy  forked  tongue  'gainst  me? 
Be  silent  lest  thou  find  I  am  indeed 
Thy  lord  and  thou  be  shut  within  some  dungeon 
Nethermost  in  Hell,  there  to  abide 
In  torment  evermore. 

CHORUS  OF  DEVILS. 
Nay,  let  him  speak,  dread  lord, 
Thou  canst  not  stifle  speech  in  council. 
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Sneer  hath  done  his  part.    His  voice 
Hath  ever  been  a  potent  weapon 
In  the  arsenal  of  Hell. 

SATAN. 

Then  let  him  find  his  satisfaction  in 
That  fact,  and  not  raise  discord  in  this  council. 
The  matter  is  of  too  great  import  for 
Such  petty  interruption.    Who  among  ye  all 
Can  turn  defeat  to  victory, 
Or  show  the  way? 

VIOLENCE.    (Another  devil.) 

My  voice  is  for  attack  by  storm. 
Let  us  tear  down  his  battlements 
And  force  an  entrance. 

CHORUS. 
Aye,  force  is  what  we  must  rely  on. 

SATAN. 

Nay,  that  were  vain  indeed,  for  he  can  well 

Defy  a  foreign  foe.     By  guile  alone 

Can  we  intrude  his  citadel.     Once  in, 

Perchance  we  may  destroy  him  utterly. 

Some  strategem  is  sorely  needed.     Let  him  speak 

Who  can  suggest  it. 
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CAVIL.    (Another  devil.) 

Dread  lord,  there  is  a  wily  imp  called  Question, 

Who  hath  skill  in  undermining.     I  have 

Used  him  oft  in  argument  with  Man 

And  so  confused  his  reason  as  to  force  him 

To  confess  his  weakness, 

This  imp,  perchance,  may  find  some  way  to  enter. 

SATAN. 

Let  Question,  then,  be  summoned  to  this  council. 
If  it  be  that  he  hath  knowledge  of 
Some  subterfuge  of  value,  let  him  speak 
And  reap  renown  in  Hell. 


Cavil  forthwith  steps  to  the  door  of  the  Council 
Chamber  and  calls  in  a  loud  voice,  for  Question  to 
appear,  whereupon  a  mis-shapen  imp  immediately 
comes  forth. 


SATAN. 

High  honor  hath  been  granted  thee,  Oh,  Question! 
Our  cohorts  have  been  driven  out  from  Earth, 
And  all  the  powers  of  Hell  are  now  defied. 
Thrust  out  beyond  the  battlements  of  Man, 
We  seek  re-entrance  but  no  open  way 
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Appeareth.    Dost  thou  know  of  any  crack 
I'  th*  wall,  or  any  crevice  into  which 
Thou  mayst  insinuate  thyself,  and  so 
Reveal  an  avenue? 

QUESTION. 
Dread  lord,  I  know  of  one. 

SATAN. 
Speak  on. 

QUESTION. 

There  is  a  long  and  devious  lane  called  Doubt 
That  leadeth  up  from  Nowhere,  to  a  wicket. 
'Tis  not  wide  enough  for  thee  to  travel 
Undiscovered,  but  it  may  be  widened. 
It  may  be  I  can  so  enlarge  it  by 
Persistent  work  that  thou  canst  find  the  way 
And  coming  to  the  wicket,  mayst  prevail. 
I  have  knocked  there  oft  but  always  have 
Been  turned  away. 

SATAN. 
Who  keepeth  guard  o'  the  wicket? 

QUESTION. 
A  sturdy  man-at-arms.    They  call  him  Faith. 
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I  cannot  overcome  him,  though  I  have 
At  times  had  him  bewildered. 


SATAN. 

I  know  the  fellow  well.     Full  often  hath  he 

Interposed  'twixt  me  and  Man,  when  I 

Have  well-nigh  struck  him  down  and  ended  all. 

Now  and  again  he  faltereth  but  by  some 

Mirac'Jous  power  he  doth  revive,  e'en  after 

I  have  thought  him  slain.     I  do  believe 

He  serveth  by  divine  appointment,  but 

If  thou  canst  find  some  crack  or  joint  in  all 

His  armour,  through  which  I  may  strike,  it  may  be 

All  that  is  required.     Expound  thy  purpose. 


QUESTION. 

This  lane  of  doubt,  Man  deemeth  closed  forever, 

But  I  may  crawl  in  and  penetrate 

The  wilderness,  until  I  reach  the  wicket. 

Then  thou  shalt  follow — not  too  close — and  stay 

Close  hidden  in  some  angle  of  the  lane. 

Then,  if  I  win  parley,  I  will  so 

Bedevil  Faith  with  whispers  that  in  his 

Confusion  thou  mayst  strike  him  down,  and  haply 

Ope  the  gate. 
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SATAN. 

Thy  plan  hath  merit,  truly.    Even  though 
He  may  not  perish,  it  may  hap  that  I 
Can  deal  him  such  a  blow  that  he  will  reel, 
And  we  can  enter.     I  see  no  other  plan 
So  feasible.     What  say  ye  all  to  this? 

CHORUS. 
It  is  well. 

SATAN. 

So  be  it  then.     This  imp, 
Deserveth  favor.     He  shall  lead,  and  we 
Will  follow. 

So  shall  the  war  begin  again,  ere  it 
Shall  be  too  late  forever.     Earth,  e'en  now 
Is  perishing,  but  Man  remaineth  still. 
He  hath  the  promise  of  eternal  life. 
So,  if  he  'scape  us  when  the  Earth  doth  pass, 
We  miss  our  final  triumph  over  him. 
Now  is  our  only  time.     We  cannot  wait. 
To  arms! 


Shouting  approval,  the  assemblage  breaks  up  in 
great  disorder.  As  it  disperses  strains  of  barbaric 
music  are  heard  from  outside  the  chamber,  mingled 
with  discordant  yells.  Satan  stands  motionless  until 
the  others  have  all  passed  out,  then  speaks  to  himself. 
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SATAN. 

Now  is  the  end  of  Man  indeed  at  hand. 
It  may  be  I  shall  triumph  at  the  end, 
But  still  I  fear  the  issue  is  in  doubt. 


He  turns  slowly  toward  the  door  and  walks  with 
thoughtful  mien,  to  the  outside.  As  he  crosses  the 
threshold,  flames  burst  forth  on  all  sides  and  the 
walls  collapse. 
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ACT  III. 

LOOKING  UPWARD. 
SCENE  1. 

The  adlion  of  the  closing  chapter  begins  in  the 
great  chamber  in  the  castle  in  which  Man  first  appears 
in  the  drama.  Now  Man  appears  again,  leaning  on 
Hope.  As  they  enter  the  noise  of  a  rising  storm  is 
heard  from  the  outside.  Man  is  dejected  and  has 
laid  aside  his  armor. 


MAN. 

I  am  aweary.    Dire  forebodings 
Weigh  me  down  to  utter  weakness. 
Now  fulfilment  cometh  soon. 
I  cannot  yet  foresee  the  end, 
But  I  do  greatly  fear  'twill  be 
Oblivion.    Were  it  not  for  thee, 
Sweet  Hope,  life  would  indeed  be  drear. 
If  thou  shouldst  ever  leave  me,  naught 
Would  hold  its  value.    Say  thou  wilt  not. 
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HOPE. 

Leave  thee  I  never  will.    Nay  more,  I  cannot. 
I  have  my  very  being  in  thy  heart. 
If  I  should  perish,  thou  couldst  not  survive, 
And  if  thou  wert  not,  I  would  be  no  more, 
So,  in  the  truest  sense  we  are  but  one. 

MAN. 

I  do  believe  it,  and  since  I  would  listen 
Rather  unto  thee  than  any  other, 
Tell  me  now  is  this  long  war  with  Evil 
Surely  ended? 

HOPE. 
Surely  it  is. 

MAN. 

I  do  believe  that  also,  yet  I  have 
At  times  misgivings.    Satan  is  indeed 
Cast  out,  and  Earth  is  walled  against  him,  but 
He  hath  great  cunning.    Should  there  be 
One  smallest  crevice,  into  which  he  might 
Insinuate  himself,  he  would, 
And  with  him  all  his  loathsome  crew. 
Then  Earth  again  would  be  a  battlefield. 

HOPE. 

That  would  be  so  indeed,  but  Truth  was  sent 
From  Heaven  to  be  thy  guide  and  Mentor.     Thou 
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Did£t  build  these  walls,  that  bar  thine  enemy  out 
In  strict  accord  with  his  instructions.    So 
Thou  mad'st  them  safe  against  intrusion. 


MAN. 

Aye!    But  what  is  truth?    His  aspects  are 
So  many  and  so  various,  oft  I  err 
In  recognizing  him.     His  bastard  brother, 
Falsehood,  hath  beguiled  me  many  a  time 
(By  his  resemblance),  to  some  grievous  fault. 
For  Falsehood  is  the  busiest  fiend  from  Hell. 
Full  many  a  time  have  I,  mistaking  him 
For  Truth,  built  up  my  fortifications  with 
Extremest  care  to  follow  his  design, 
And  seen  them  fall  away  in  hopeless  ruin, 
Before  mine  enemy's  attack. 


HOPE. 

Yet  thou,  with  infinite  pains,  hast  studied  all 
His  Protean  faces  till  thou  canst  with  ease 
Distinguish  him  from  Truth.     That  is  the  one 
Achievement,  more  than  all  thy  others,  that 
Ensureth  safety.    Nevermore  can  he 
Beguile  thee.     So  shalt  thou,  within  these  walls, 
Securely  dwell  forever. 
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MAN. 

Now  I  know  thou  liest.    Earth  will  pass 
And  with  it  I.     Could  I  believe  the  tale 
Thou  tellest  to  my  willing  ears,  Content 
Would  take  thy  place,  and  he  and  I  would  dwell 
Together  here.     Thus  far,  he  hath  eluded 
My  continual  search,  though  I  have  dreamed 
At  times,  that  I  had  found  him  and  that  he 
Would  make  his  home  with  me  until  the  end. 

HOPE. 

I  am  a  better  friend  than  he  would  be. 
He  dwelleth  in  the  past  and  I  live  only 
In  the  future.     I  have  been  thy  solace 
In  thy  bitterest  hours  of  trial.     If  all 
The  tales  I  have  beguiled  thee  with  have  been 
But  phantasies,  at  least  they  have  brought  comfort. 

MAN. 

Aye,  they  have  done  that  and  more.    Thou  hast 
Revived  my  courage  more  than  once,  when  he 
Was  wellnigh  spent. 

But  Hark!    What  sound  is  that? 


This  whispered  question  is  inspired  with  awe. 
Outside,  the  tempest  has  increased  in  violence  until, 
as  a  climax  to  a  series  of  tremendous  reverberations, 
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one  awful  crash  has  shaken  the  very  foundations  of 
the  castle.  Hearing  it,  Hope  cowers  and  falls  back 
as  if  fainting,  but  Man  draws  himself  up  to  his  full 
stature  and  lifts  his  eyes  as  if  nerving  himself  to  the 
highest  pitch  of  desperate  determination. 

After  the  crash  there  is  a  little  lull,  and  Hope 
speaks  very  faintly,  with  tremulous  voice. 


HOPE. 
Tis  but  a  false  alarm,  my  lord. 


Scarcely  is  the  word  uttered,  when  the  tumult 
breaks  out  afresh,  with  greater  violence  than  before. 
Tremendous  as  the  din  is,  however,  it  is  not  loud 
enough  to  drown  the  sound  of  a  fanfare  of  trumpets 
which  seems  to  come,  together  with  the  thunder, 
from  the  clouds. 


MAN. 

Nay,  I  would  fain  believe  thee  but  I  cannot. 
I  know  the  sounds  of  conflict  far  too  well. 
I  was  a  fool  to  dream  of  everlasting  peace 
And  hearken  to  thy  lying  promises. 
Yet  once  again  I  will  believe  thee  if 
Thou  sayest  that  Satan  never  will  prevail. 
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HOPE. 
My  lord,  he  never  will. 

MAN. 

I  am  indeed  a  fool.    Thou  Heft  so  often. 
And  yet  believing  not,  I  cannot  fight. 
Stand  by  me,  then,  whilst  I  put  on  mine  armor. 


Hope,  still  half  fainting,  rallies  at  the  summons, 
and  smiles  bravely  while  deftly  assisting  Man  as  he 
dons  his  harness. 


MAN. 
Now  am  I  armed  securely? 

HOPE. 
Thou  art  in  truth. 

MAN. 

Give  me,  then,  my  sword,  and  I  will  go. 
Abide  thou  here.     Should  I  be  stricken  down, 
I  ne'er  shall  see  thy  face  again,  for  thou 
Wilt  disappear  forever. 


As  Man  rushes  from  the  hall,  Hope  speaks,  but 
Man  does  not  stop  to  listen. 
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HOPE. 

Nay,  I  will  never  leave  thee,  though  it  may  be 
Thou  wilt  find  me  on  a  higher  level, 
In  some  safer,  better  place  than  this. 


The  light  fades  slowly,  and  as  the  curtain  falls, 
Hope  is  seen  going  up  a  spiral  staircase,  toward  the 
rear  of  the  hall. 


SCENE  2. 

This  is  a  forest  with  tangled  undergrowth  almost 
choking  up  a  crooked  lane  which  is  seen  rather  in 
distinctly,  leading  up  to  a  wicket  as  Question  described 
it,  in  the  second  act.  It  is  a  very  stout  wicket,  and 
inside,  a  well-ordered  garden  may  be  seen,  but  all 
that  meets  the  eye  outside  is  a  neglected  wilderness. 

Standing  guard  inside  the  gate,  is  Faith.  Lurking 
in  the  forest,  and  hidden  from  Faith's  view,  are  Satan 
and  many  devils. 

Presently  Question  appears,  walking  boldly  up 
the  lane,  toward  the  gate,  until  Faith  perceives  him. 


FAITH. 
Halt,  where  thou  art.    No  one  may  enter  here. 
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QUESTION.  (Advancing) 
I  seek  not  entrance.  All  I  ask  is  parley. 
Let  me  whisper  in  thine  ear  a  moment. 

FAITH. 

Begone!     I  have  encountered  thee  before. 
I  know  thee  well.    Thou  art  of  Satan's  spawn, 
Begotten  of  sophistry,  to  serve  no  purpose 
But  destruction  only.    On  thy  way! 

QUESTION. 

Oho!    Thou  fearest  me  then.     And  thou  dost  claim 
To  be  true  Faith.     If  thou  wert  Faith  indeed, 
Thou  wouldst  not  hesitate  to  parley  with  me. 
If  thou  wilt  not,  thou  dost  prove  thyself 
No  more  than  blind  belief,  who  is  no  guard 
'Gainst  anything. 

FAITH. 
I  fear  thee  not. 

QUESTION. 
Then  listen. 


Pressing  up  close  to  the  gate,  the  imp  whispers 
earnestly.  Faith  shows  perplexity.  While  he  is  look 
ing  upward  as  if  for  guidance,  Satan  approaches  and 
strikes  through  the  wicket.  Faith  staggers  back  and 
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falls.  Question  opens  the  gate  and  the  hordes  of 
devils  rush  in,  passing  through  beyond  the  garden. 
As  they  disappear,  Man  enters  carrying  a  drawn 
sword  and  looking  this  way  and  that  as  if  in  search 
of  foes  but  failing  to  discover  Faith  who  is  lying 
prostrate. 


MAN. 

Now  Faith  is  gone  and  Hope  is  left  behind. 
So  Courage  now  is  all  I  can  rely  on. 
Be  it  so.     But  I  forseee  disaster. 
Death  cometh  nigh.    He  may  not  prove  unkind 
E'en  though  he  be  the  usher  to  oblivion. 
Howe'er  that  be,  'tis  like  I  meet  him  soon. 


He  advances,  cautiously  but  boldly  and  passes 
out  of  sight  down  the  lane  and  into  the  forest.  After 
he  disappears  the  scene  shifts. 


SCENE  3. 

This  is  the  same  parapet  on  which  Courage  held 
parley  with  Satan  in  the  Prologue. 

Man  enters.  His  sword  is  drawn  and  he  holds 
himself  carefully  on  guard  while  he  walks  to  and  fro, 
looking  in  all  directions  as  if  searching. 
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MAN. 

Now  where  is  Courage?    Must  I  fight  without  him? 
Then,  indeed  will  effort  fail.     Courage! 
Courage!    What  ho!    Courage.     I  do  need 
Thine  utmost  help.    Where  art  thou?    Come! 
I  need  thee  sorely. 

SATAN.    (Appearing  on  a  cloud.) 
Indeed  thou  dost. 

Poor  wretch,  thy  day  of  doom  hath  dawned  at  last. 
All  thine  allies  now  are  stricken  down. 
Surrender  now,  ere  Death  shall  strike  thee  also. 

MAN. 
Nay,  I  will  die  before  I  yield  to  thee. 

SATAN. 

Thou  fool!    Dost  think  that  any  door  will  ope 
Through  which  thou  canst  escape  thy  certain  fate? 
I  tell  thee  Death  is  but  mine  emissary. 
He  bringeth  to  me  my  predestined  slaves. 
When  he  hath  taken  thee,  thou  canst  no  longer 
Evade  th'  eternal  torture  that  awaiteth. 

MAN. 

So  be  it,  if  indeed  it  must  be  so.     , 
At  least  I  will  die  fighting.     Courage,  come  forth! 
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SATAN. 

Thy  voice  is  feeble.     Muster  all  thy  Strength 
And  call  again.     Perchance  he  may  revive. 
So  shall  I  have  more  sport.     Hell  yawneth  for  thee, 
But  yet  it  may  be,  ere  I  thrust  thee  down, 
I  can  prolong  the  torture  of  thy  dread. 


Man  shrinks  down  to  a  cowering  attitude,  but 
straightens  up  instantly  when  he  hears  Satan's  mockery 
echoed  by  a  mighty  outburst  of  laughter  from  some 
invisible  host.  Lifts  his  sword  in  new  defiance. 


MAN. 

Mock  on!    Not  all  the  hosts  of  Hell  shall  force 
Surrender.     Courage,  appear  and  die  with  me. 

COURAGE.    (Appearing  from  inside  the  caitle.) 
Aye,  Lord!    That  will  I,  if  indeed  the  hour 
Hath  come,  but  I  am  weak  and  sore  disabled. 


Who  crippled  thee? 


MAN. 
I  reckoned  thee  invincible. 


COURAGE. 

I  stood  alone  here,  on  this  battlement 
And  struggled,  not  without  success,  against 
A  countless  horde  of  fiends  that  swarmed  thy  walls. 
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But  as  I  drove  them  back  a  monster  came 
Whom  I  had  never  seen  before,  nor  known. 
Approaching  from  behind  he  struck  me  down, 
And  as  he  struck,  the  others  hailed  him  loud, 
Acclaiming  him  as  Fear.     I  know  no  more. 
Not  until  thou  didst  call,  did  I  revive, 
And  even  now,  my  strength  is  well-nigh  nil. 

SATAN. 

Oho!    Then  Fear  hath  entered.     Now  our  triumph 
Is  assured.    Advance  and  clear  the  way. 


Forthwith  a  great  host  of  devils  swarm  over  the 
battlements  assailing  Man  and  Courage  on  all  sides 
while  Satan  stands  overlooking  the  struggle  in  ex 
ultation.  Man  and  Courage  fight  desperately,  but  as 
darkness  falls  they  are  forced  off  the  parapet  and  take 
refuge  inside  the  castle. 


SCENE  4. 
The  great  hall  in  the  cattle. 

Man  and  Courage  enter  together.  Both  are 
staggering  and  near  exhaustion,  leaning  on  each  other 
for  support.  Outside  there  is  the  noise  of  a  great 
tumult. 
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MAN. 

Here  must  we  make,  perchance,  the  final  Stand. 
We  two  are  now  alone.    Methinketh  Time 
Hath  reached  his  end.    Abide  thou  with  me  still. 

COURAGE. 

I  will  abide,  my  lord,  though  'I  can  help 
But  little.    Fear  hath  paralysed  my  arm. 

MAN. 

Yet  stay.     I  must  rely  on  thee  alone. 
Not  even  Hope  is  here. 

HOPE.    (Speaking  from  above  and  unseen.) 

Come  thou  up  higher. 
No  longer  may  I  tarry  on  that  level, 
But  far  above  where  now  thou  art,  I  wait  thee. 

MAN. 

That  is  an  echo  merely.    How  can  Hope 
Remain  when  Faith  is  gone?    Perchance  is  slain. 

FAITH.    (Entering) 

Nay,  I  have  not  forsaken  thee,  but  I 
Am  wounded,  and  I  fear  the  hurt  is  mortal. 
I  stood  'gainst  Satan  in  the  lane  of  Doubt 
When  some  accursed  imp  called  Question 
Came  up,  and  whispering,  stabbed  me  in  the  back. 
Then,  when  I  faltered,  Satan  struck  me  down. 
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MAN. 

So  thou  hast  failed  me!    Thou,  whom  once  I  dreamed 
Invulnerable.     If,  in  all  thine  armor 
There  be  but  a  single  crack  through  which 
A  blow  can  reach  thee,  thou  art  vain  indeed. 
I  can  no  longer  lean  on  thee.     Begone! 
And  here,  alone  with  Courage,  I  will  die. 

FAITH. 

I  fear  me  it  is  true  that  I  am  slain. 
And  more, — I  fear  that  Courage  will  also  fail 
If  he  no  longer  getteth  aid  from  me. 
But  ere  I  go,  one  service  I  may  render. 
Look  up,  and  follow  on  the  only  path 
Remaining,  by  which  thou  mayst  once  again 
Recover  Hope,  and  haply  'scape  thy  doom. 


At  the  conclusion  of  this  speech,  which  is  uttered 
with  extreme  difficulty  and  with  broken  breath,  Faith 
points  to  the  staircase  up  which  Hope  had  previously 
passed, — then  swooms  and  falls,  apparently  dead. 

Meantime  the  tumult  outside,  now  rising  and 
now  partially  dying  away,  is  renewed  again  and  again 
with  increasing  violence  until  the  very  foundations  of 
the  castle  are  shaken.  Man  stands  appalled  and 
Courage  drops  his  sword. 
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COURAGE. 
My  lord,  I  do  believe  the  end  hath  come. 


As  Courage  also  falls,  fainting,  crash  follows 
crash  outside,  and  presently  a  great  chasm  opens* in 
the  castle  walls.  Man  seems  entirely  bewildered  and 
almost  stunned,  but  still  stands  erect. 


MAN. 

Thus  endeth  all.     I  deemed  this  citadel 
Impregnable,  but  now  'tis  like  to  fall. 
Despair's  the  only  one  could  crack  these  walls, 
Now  he  hath  come,  and  Satan  cometh  fast. 
If  Courage  could  revive,  there  might  be  yet 
An  effort  he  and  I  might  make  together. 
Come  to  my  help,  oh,  Courage!    Thou  and  I 
Together  may  so  barricade  this  opening 
To  keep  the  foe  outside  a  little  longer. 
Place  Achievement  here,  for  surely  all 
Mankind  hath  wrought,  should  be  of  some  avail. 


Courage  revives  a  little  and  he  and  Man  go  to 
the  niche  where  stands  the  statue  called  Achievement. 
As  they  draw  the  veil  aside  they  see  that  it  has  dwindled 
away  almost  to  absurdity. 
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MAN. 

Nay.    That  hath  well-nigh  vanished,  so  that  now 
It  doth  appear  of  pitiful  proportions. 
It  will  avail  us  naught.     We  will  try  Memory. 


Removing  the  veil  from  where  the  picture  was 
hanging,  they  discover  nothing  but  a  bare  canvas. 


MAN. 

Now  Memory  hath  faded  out  entirely. 
Naught  remains  to  try,  save  Aspiration. 
In  this  emergency  that  is  but  trivial, 
But  try  it.    History  can  do  no  good. 


Seizing  the  manuscript  poem  they  cast  it  into  the 
chasm  where  it  falls  on  a  projection  and  lying  there, 
serves  only,  as  they  see  immediately,  as  a  stepping- 
stone  for  Satan,  who  appears  on  the  moment  and 
advances  into  the  hall. 


SATAN. 

At  last  I  triumph.     Earth  is  now  my  kingdom 
And  Man  shall  be  my  slave  forevermore. 
Kneel  then!    And  yield  thine  homage  to  thy  master. 
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FAITH.    (Reviving.) 

Nay,  not  so.    Thou  deem'st  thy  self  immortal 
And  reckoneth  Man  thy  victim.     But  this  hour 
Thou  shalt  forever  perish,  and  he  shall  rise 
To  higher  state  than  that  thou  once  didst  forfeit. 


Struggling  up,  Faith  leads  the  way  toward  the 
staircase.  Man  casts  away  his  sword  and  follows, 
almost  fainting  as  he  goes. 


SATAN. 
Then  shall  I  strike  him  down  ere  that  befall. 


Rushing  after  Man,  he  delivers  a  tremendous  blow 
from  behind,  but  Courage  rises  again  on  the  instant 
and  intervening  himself  receives  the  blow  in  full  force. 

So  great  is  the  shock  that  although  Courage 
falls  dead,  Satan  recoils  and  staggering  falls  backward 
through  the  chasm  that  still  yawns. 

On  the  moment,  the  walls  of  the  castle  crumble 
away  and  the  whole  Earth  flies  apart  in  fragments. 
Utter  darkness  falls  and  continues  for  a  time. 

Then  a  dim  light  appears  and  strengthens  slowly 
until  at  length  it  shows  a  lofty  pinnacle,  tottering 
and  about  to  fall  in  empty  space.  On  the  summit 
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of  this  pinnacle,  Stands  Man,  clinging  to  Hope  and 
looking  upward  into  blank  space  where  at  first  there 
is  nothing  whatever  visible. 

Soft  strains  of  music  are  presently  heard,  indistinct 
at  first,  but  gradually  swelling  into  a  loud  chorus  of 
celestial  voices  chanting  a  welcome  to  Man  and  hailing 
him  as  the  final  victor  in  the  age-long  struggle  with 
the  Powers  of  Evil. 

As  the  pinnacle  falls,  Man  soars  aloft  with  Hope 
and  is  finally  seen  to  pass,  rejoicing,  through  shining 
gates  that  stand  wide  open. 


FINIS. 
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